A   WINDOW    IN    THRUMS
" Perhaps he thinks he has lost it ? "
" Nae fear 6' him," Leeby said.   " Na, be
kens fine wha has't."

I never knew how Jamie came by the glove,
nor whether it had originally belonged to her
who made him forget the window at the top
of the brae. At the time I looked on as at
play-acting, rejoicing in the happy ending.
Alas! in the real life how are we to know
when we have reached an end ?

But this glove, I say, may not have been
that woman's, and if it was, she had not then
bedevilled him. He was too sheepish to
demand it back from his mother, and already
he cared for it too much to laugh at Jess's
theft with Leeby. So it was that a curious
game at chess was played with the glove, the
players a silent pair.

Jamie cared little to read books, but on the
day following Jess's discovery, I found him oa
his knees in the attic, looking through mw&
A little box, without a Hd, held them all, bat
they seemed a great library to Mm.
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